with that perfect quickstep, Marching through Georgia, and at the end the wail of the Dead March.' 2 Kipling's self-advertisement had an immediate object. The five songs cited are all military anthems, and the Barrack-Room Ballads he would begin publishing six months later in London newspapers constituted his most sustained effort to establish institutional (usually soldierly) music within the civilian repertoire. More remarkably, however, the announcement outlines a clear-sighted précis of the next dozen years of his career, right down to his reproving Jubilee dirge 'Recessional'. He concluded with an audacious and, by this point, redundant flourish: 'Will any one take the contract?'
Writing just a few weeks before his return to London after seven years of journalism in India, Kipling was staking out his ambitions as a newly metropolitan author. The modern canon may have subsequently characterised Kipling as the hawkish and sardonic Bard of Empire, but his assumption of this role was integrally tied to the circumstances in which this declaration of intent was made. Firstly, it was a written during the course of a round-theworld journey-perhaps the most significant of the many voyages recently anthologised by his biographer Andrew Lycett, and to which these remarks form a sort of coda. 3 Partly solitary, partly in the company of his friends Alex and Edmonia Hill, he had taken in Burma, Singapore, Hong Kong, Japan, the Pacific and the breadth of America on the long way round to England. Secondly, it was not so much a manifesto as a first draft, submitted for the approval of his erstwhile peers. Despite their world-encompassing object, Kipling's articles were actually intended for a specific coterie readership (''tis a consolation', he confesses, 'to feel that I am not writing to an English audience'). 4 This was one of the last articles he wrote under the letterhead of the Pioneer, that stiff-necked organ of upcountry Anglo-India, who received his serialised commentary by efficient imperial post and telegraphy. Collected under the title From Sea to Sea, they form Kipling's lengthiest travelogue. Thirdly, the empire of song on which Kipling proposes to stake his reputation is to be held together by the deft counterpoint of Anglo-American melodies: the British Grenadiers quickstepping through Georgia. Antedating 'The White Man's Burden' by nine years, the statement represents an early attempt to conceive empire as a collaborative English-speaking enterprise, underwritten by a common martial tradition. As I will show, Kipling's attraction to certain aspects of American life is as informative as his utter revulsion from others. In the ensuing decade, he would marry an American and spend four years in rural Vermont. The discords that first confronted him on this visit, however, would ultimately drown out the Anglo-Saxon entente for which he entertained such early hopes.
The 1889 voyage has already been described as a reconnaissance of empire, and of new potential readerships. 5 However, structurally From Sea to Sea is less a discovery of Asia and
America than a collision of one against the other-an impact whose traumas would continue to haunt Kipling's worldview. Neither was it a serendipitous event that shaped his career, but a planned and anticipated campaign (albeit one with many unforeseen reverses). The journey was also an unfolding progress during which imperial and American interests intermingled within broader concerns of cosmopolitanism, global capital and linguistic translation for which fictional works like Kim, more than a decade later, continue to seek resolution. A sequential, developmental survey of the narrative helps to chart the creeping-in of these themes, and forms this essay's core-though for the sake of focus a fuller treatment of the Japanese phase is left to other studies. 6 Returning to 'The Saga of the Anglo-Saxon', the final section will uncover the disjuncture between these emerging anxieties and the manifesto which sets a seal upon them, using one particular episode to suggest how Kipling's own creative energies undermine his programmatic conclusion. I will aim throughout, moreover, to bring out the complexities of Kipling's travelogue by comparison with its contemporaries, and begin by identifying a specific genre of fin de siècle travel. 19 In contrast, the Indian-style clubs and verandas to be seen at Singapore, in the European concession at Canton and at other imperial bridgeheads down the Malay coast elicited a nostalgic déjà vu, as did the Masonic Lodge at Penang.
The pattern develops early, as he rounds the Bay of Bengal. On examination, Kipling's notions of otherhood and brotherhood turn out to be quite specifically demarcated and justified, and the latter is founded on place, lineage and-most importantly-language. On the Rangoon steamer, he is gratified to find aboard a detachment of Punjabi constables drafted to police the recently-annexed tracts of Upper Burma. They pronounced 'the raw, rasping up-country speech amid the jabber of Burmese and Bengali.' 'Up-country' AngloIndians were, of course, the Pioneer's core readership and, with his adopted Punjabi wistfulness sharpened by a spell on the 'black water', Kipling returned to this theme with gusto at Penang:
I put my twelve-inch rule in my pocket to measure all the world by, and nearly wept with emotion when on landing at the jetty I fell against a Sikh-a beautiful bearded Sikh, with white leggings and a rifle. As is cold water in a thirsty land so is a face from the old country.
My friend had come from Jandiala in the Umritsar district. Did I know Jandiala? Did I not? I began to tell all the news I could recollect. 20 As Duncan's encounter at Hong Kong demonstrates, the Sikh constable was of interest not only to Kipling. To her he stood for a Raj archetype, glimpsed previously in the illustrated press or perhaps, even, in the logging camps of British Columbia. Kipling, however, performs this scene as though he were himself such a migrant labourer en route from 'the old country'
to Vancouver-paying a compliment, simultaneously, to his colonial readers who did not need to be told that a Sikh in white leggings must be a policeman.
This episode for the first time brings Kipling's own affiliations to the fore. As Thomas
Pinney noted in his survey of the early journalism, there is always a 'peculiar selfconsciousness' about Kipling's Punjabi attachments which, by inflecting his identity through various contexts, this journey makes even more acute. 21 As the Pioneer's readers would have anticipated from his Indian travel-writing, he leaves Calcutta mouthing a mock-apology for having turned 'Globe-trotter' or tourist 'with a helmet and deck-shoes', and styling himself instead after the colonial 'loafer' or European vagrant-'a vagabond among collarless vagabonds', as he puts it later. 22 He also takes the epigraph for his second dispatch from
Tennyson's 'Ulysses' (a poem, incidentally, Curzon was similarly fond of citing), echoing a private letter which sums up his Indian years with a favourite misquotation: 'much have I seen, cities and men'. 23 This vagabonding, man-of-the-world posture almost seems to set up what follows after Singapore, however, as Kipling is overtaken by the vertiginous sense of being lost which is latent in that definitive Victorian wanderer. Half-jesting and halfdespairing, he puns on the capital H-conventionally reserved for Britain-to declare his mixed loyalties: 'I want to go Home! I want to go back to India!' 24 In a low moment, he was evidently growing interested in dramatising his betwixt-and-between state.
Much of Kipling's early work is animated by a conflict between the local and the universal, internalised within his relationship to the locales of his youth. Kipling belonged to two places in India: the remote station of Lahore, distant from the Presidency cities both literally and politically; and Bombay, the great trading entrepôt, cotton capital and-in the words of his father Lockwood-'a very un-Indian, cockney sort of place.' 25 Calcutta he viewed, no doubt, in a similar light, and indeed the 'disquisition upon the otherness of things' advertised in the epigraph to the first From Sea to Sea letter turns out to be a discussion of the "foreign"
customs of that Anglophile city, including a moribund habit of sober promenading. Kipling was later to celebrate the mixed, raffish quality of these thriving ports but for him the word cosmopolitan, as it would later be for E.M. Forster, was a derogation. It signified dilution and superficiality, if not degeneration-the globe-trotter was 'extreme cosmopolitan.' 26 'Cosmopolitan' needs to be read within the Victorian frame of reference, freighted with the same kind of judgmental controversy attached in our time to 'multicultural'. Its once keen political edge is now studiously deflected. Kwame Anthony Appiah has articulated it as a holistic ethical position, while in literary scholarship Rebecca Walkowitz has used the term 'critical cosmopolitanism' to describe modernist writers, such as Woolf and Joyce, who through stylistic dexterity evade, expose and frustrate prevailing social discourses. 27 In their own time, however, 'cosmopolitan' would have carried for these writers quite different discursive connotations, including a significant imperial dimension. Curzon, for example, deployed the word in a sardonic, double-edged fashion in Central Asia-xenophobic Russian officers are deficient in cosmopolitan virtues, but the Armenians and Jews who follow in their train epitomise worldliness at its most malleable and opportunistic. 28 The word's disapproving argumentative bent was often turned against the late imperial hawks, who rarely defended the label but instead slurred their opponents as 'little Englanders.' To G.K.
Chesterton, this diminutive was a badge of honour. Those who wish to view the world on an epic scale should view it through a microscope rather than a telescope, he wrote in 1905, for the frenzied yen for mechanised travel was rapidly 'making the world small'. Alluding to 'Ulysses', Chesterton describes Kipling's guiding mentality as ... the frame of mind of the cosmopolitan man who has seen men and cities.... He is a perfect master of that light melancholy with which a man looks back on having been the citizen of many communities, of that light melancholy with which a man looks back on having been the lover of many women. He is the philanderer of the nations. as The Cosmopolitan, 'describing the land from the point of view of the man to whom it means "home". Those would be more "cosmopolitan" than anything I could do on other subjects.' 30 He had already pursued the same theme for the benefit of his Anglo-Indian readership: while the 1889 journey served as an escape from provincial fixity and quotidian dullness, on his second world trip in 1891 he impulsively left ship at Colombo and travelled north, through ascending vistas of familiarity, to Lahore. Relieved to escape southern passengers who smoked odd-shaped hookahs and spoke no Hindi, he wrote up the journey for his old employer in an article titled simply 'Home.' In a favourite motif, he describes the eloquent odour of Asia beckoning to the prodigal native-born:
a smell of damp earth, coconut oil, ginger, onions and mankind. It spoke with a strong voice, recalling many things; but the most curious revelation to one man was the sudden knowledge that under these skies lay home and the dearest places in all the world. The staggering speculative wealth of Hong Kong may have seemed to cast the rural subcontinent into the darkness of intractable poverty, but his experience of Greater India had helped to bring India as an economic and administrative entity into focus. Indeed she was partly defined by her tentacular relations with the Indian ocean, for she had put Chettiar traders on the Irrawaddy and Sikh policemen in the Straits. This relationship also points to a sophistication in Kipling's understanding of British dominion as a world-system, a webbed vision for which he was interested in seeking historical precedent. To a degree these passages were sketching the preliminary outline of the Indian Ocean world now re-evoked by Amitav
Ghosh and Abdulrazak Gurnah, the world that prevailed before mercantile reciprocity and miscegenation were abruptly curtailed by European naval dominance. Kipling, in spite of other lacunae, was quite aware of the history of the India trade, and also seems to have at least half-appreciated the reason for its demise. In 1897, he attached to a complete edition of his works a cunning preface describing himself as the Arab proprietor of a Malabar buggalow (cargo ship), importing Eastern wonders for the eager Western market, among them the curved Malay dagger known as a kris. 38 He had already noted wryly of a shopping trip in the Malacca Straits in 1889, however, that 'the sarongs come chiefly from Germany, the pipes from the pawn-shops, and there are no krises except little toothpick things that could not penetrate the hide of a Malay.' 39 Kipling understood that British fleets and trading concerns were engines of modernity, just as were the new constitution, new army and new uniformed railway conductors of Japan-lamentable developments, as far as he was concerned, in a country that otherwise surpassed the picturesque in an unbroken aesthetic communion with its own history. His imaginative goal, consequently, was to justify this economic hegemony and find ways of mitigating its deracinating effects-an effort of persuasion, and selfpersuasion, that brought out his deep-seated ambivalence towards men of business. The
Empire will be economically and politically secured by Chamberlainist tariff-protection, he suggests in one letter. Soon after he seems to conceive this 'great iron band' as a brake to commerce rather than as its facilitator, however, when he warns of a resurgent China armed with the 'all the stimulants of the West' by unpatriotic, buccaneering capitalists.
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The challenge for India, upon entering the universal, lay in retaining her particular, local, cultural integrity. A striking solution Kipling generated from this journey was his conception of a historic Asian continuity underlying imperial suzerainty, binding the continent together culturally and hence justifying the economic network superimposed upon it. Exploring a temple in Japan, his eyes fell upon a wooden relief unmistakably depicting Krishna and Kali, which the bashful pidgin-speaking monk passed over with the comment 'I think they are Indian gods, but I do not know why they are here'. 41 The just-surviving fraternity of Asian religion was a theme which would return with grandeur in a poem composed upon his second visit to Japan in 1892, 'Buddha at Kamakura', in which the renowned monumental bronze is an antenna for pieties transmitted from distant corners of the continent.
And down the loaded air there comes
The thunder of Thibetan drums
And droned-"om mane padme hum's"
A world's-width from Kamakura. 42 Kipling's was merely a borrowed antiquarianism. The folklorist and statistician W.W. Hunter ('dear delightful humbug', Kipling termed him in a Pioneer squib) had devoted part of his 1886 The Indian Empire, for example, to tracing the spread of Buddhism through the proliferation of common artistic tropes. 43 As a strategy in cultural politics, however, Kipling's vision exemplifies his prescient knack for anticipating the nationalist imagination.
Vivekananda would comment on the same, or similar, carvings on his passage east in 1893, while Alex Tickell has noted that declarations of affinity with Meiji Japan became established in Indian nationalist discourse from the first decade of the twentieth century. 44 Lambert and Lester warn their readers not 'to imagine the networks instantiated by Britons of various kinds as originary'. In his time, Kipling was quite aware of the pre-existing lines of communication upon which British structures rested, and sought to turn history to account. 45 His contention was that benign British dominion may serve to preserve Asian spiritual equivalence from its true nemesis: the bigoted missionaries and interventionist trade policies of the United States. The American phase of his voyage is not the continuation or sequel to the Asian, but is a sort of antithetical argument in which the anxieties that have begun to manifest themselves-cosmopolitanism, capitalism, nationhood, and the dilution of language-fully emerge and multiply.
Yokohama to the Chicago Stockyards: The Cosmopolitan Republic
The first piece of information Kipling offers his Indian readers is a cold-eyed assessment of American naval reach in the Pacific. 'When the City of Peking steamed through the Golden Gate I saw with great joy that the block-house which guarded the mouth of the "finest harbour in the world, Sir," could be silenced by two gunboats from Hong-Kong with safety, comfort and despatch'. The prejudicial allusion to American self-congratulation needs no explanation for his readers. As Max Friedman has discussed, the thin-skinned habit of extorting praise from European visitors was a trait observed by Dickens, de Tocqueville, Trollope (mother and son) and Kipling's other literary predecessors on American soil. 46 Interestingly, he shares most in common with Dickens's 1843 account, echoing his critique of chaotic urbanisation, political partisanship fed by a 'licentious press', and addiction to 'smart' (i.e. unethical) business practices. 47 To this Kipling adds his mixture of hawkish militaryindustrial analysis, and the inferiority complex of a colonial clutching at the 'germs' of his nationality.
The latter leads him, as with his cross-imperial colleagues, into a defensive habit of comparison that had begun to stake out its premises in Hong Kong and Japan. His encounter with America had begun on the passage from Yokohama, in fact, among various irksome globe-trotting missionaries of the sort caricatured by Mark Twain in The Innocents Abroad (Curzon had compared their company to that 'of tortoises' when crossing the Pacific two years earlier). 48 Such men condescended to designate Indians as 'heathen', something which riled Kipling's discriminating sense of the integral complexities of South Asian society. 49 It was, perhaps, these cordial insults that first provoked him to weigh the merits of India and the United States. On occasion these exercises were complimentary. He found Washington D.C.
'Simla-ish' in his private correspondence, though only because it embodied in stone the executive control which otherwise he found alarmingly lacking in the seemingly lawless western states. 50 His more rhetorical travel letters prefer to contrast the established social order of rural Punjab with the chaotic rapine of Midwestern cities-especially Chicago, where his sense of readership is at its strongest. Here he 'had never seen so many white people together', who were in their manners coarser than a 'jat after harvest' and in their dealings 'lower than mahajans' (rural moneylenders 'hustled' by world-bestriding Americans. 58 Emerging simultaneously in the latter stages of Kipling's trip, however, is his use of a platform of cosmopolitan superiority from which he could articulate and explain the wasted, spectral quality which had struck him in the Hong Kong steamer passengers, before dismissing their upstart pretensions. If they were creatures of globalisation, they were nonetheless not "men of the world". Lacking that great Kiplingian virtue knowledge, they could not sympathise with the foreign or tolerate its challenge, because their relationship to their own country-or, rather, to their particular state-was that of the anxious parvenu. Two minor episodes in his itinerant conversation with America proved this to Kipling, for whom ephemeral misunderstandings and travellers' gossip were always the most revealing evidence. First, he was brusquely informed that the poet who had long represented California to him, Bret Harte, was now disowned by his journalistic brethren because he had resided for too long in England. More personally offensive, a fellow railwaypassenger took it upon himself to advise Kipling that if he intended to make any money in the United States then it was his moral 'dooty' to naturalise. 59 Passage to India! Lo, soul! seest thou not God's purpose from the first?
The earth to be spann'd, connected by net-work,
The people to become brothers and sisters
The races, neighbours, to marry and be given in marriage,
The oceans to be cross'd, the distant brought near,
The lands to be welded together. piquancy when we reflect that his parents seem to have hoped the voyage would restore the mental balance which had more than once deserted him in India (feverishly productive in these years, the young Kipling pursued concrete 'things' with the urgency of a man who genuinely feared hallucination). More pertinent to his empire of song, however, is that the instability of these images manifests in the transcendence (or exhaustion) of language.
Conclusion: Travel and the Limits of Language
The young Kipling's frustrated attempts to establish demotic language as a knowable realm, subject to rational observation and research, and as a fit medium for his consolidated imperial ...the golden dome said: "This is Burma, and it will be quite unlike any land you know about." .... As it stood overlooking it seemed to explain all about Burma-why the boys had gone north and died, why the troopers bustled to and fro, and why the steamers of the Irrawaddy Flotilla lay like black-backed gulls upon the water. 67 As with the various serendipitous meetings that would drive the plot of Kim, eleven years later, this encounter evinces a startled reaction not of strangeness, but of recognition. 68 The pagoda later featured in 'Buddha at Kamakura', and like the Japanese statue (also, significantly, a nexus of pilgrimage) it serves as a kind of Tower of Babel before the collapse.
'Vague', shimmering, and therefore numinous and ever-becoming, it was built to translate mortal prayers to heaven. Rather it is possessed of its own eloquence, and like the scented coast which greeted Kipling from the Colombo steamer, 'spoke' to him 'with a strong voice'. Such a volatile symbolic realm could easily slip, feverishly, from the hyper-real into the surreal. Dining in the Pegu
Club that night, he learned by a typically throwaway remark of the death of an old schoolmate, Robert Dury, during the campaign upriver against the remnants of Thibaw Min's Burmese kingdom. Dury's muddy demise under a redoubt was an image so potent that, according to Kipling's narrative, it provoked one of his extraordinarily vivid nightmares, remarkable for startling imagery in which the pagoda not only dwarfs its British observer, but ravels him up into its all-embracing, indiscernible story:
All that night I dreamed of interminable staircases down which swept thousands of pretty girls, so brilliantly robed that my eyes ached at the sight. There was a great golden bell at the top of the stairs, and at the bottom, his face turned to the sky, lay poor old D----dead at Minhla, and a host of unshaven ragamuffins in khaki were keeping guard over him. 70 That Kipling's symbol should prove too strong for him typifies the way in which his writing both manifests and, with equal skill, dissolves imperial panoramas. It may have been common, as S.H. Clark has discussed, for metropolitan observers to act out fantasies of the plenitude and totality of Western culture (and of its decadent dissolution) before an oriental backdrop. But for Kipling-moving laterally to the metropole-this was not only an especially self-conscious but also a decentred exercise, as he roved between arenas (like Kamakura) in which to imagine unity and those (like Canton or Chicago) that prefigured collapse. Furthermore, if we take our cue from Clark's application to imperial travel-writing of the arguments in Derrida's Of Grammatology, then Kipling's assertive claim to a universal 'Anglo-Saxon' word-hoard can be found to stem from the reversal, at Rangoon, of his 'attempt to domesticate the alterity of the other'. 71 According to Derrida's analysis, Western knowledge aspires to totality but is forever tormented by its own incompleteness. It bases its science on empirical experience of the past, but-since experience is always unfolding into the random contingencies of the future-it yearns for some transcendental spyglass with which to squint forward. The implication this holds for language is that slippery, everevolving words must be transcended by immutable symbols. Hence Descartes and Leibniz, as Derrida explains, propounded the notion that Chinese pictograms would furnish philosophy with the universal language in which to perfect itself. Kipling's own transcendent emblems illustrate the contradiction in these cosmopolitan thinkers, who wished for symbols to circulate like coins and yet to still derive all meaningful value from the singular and ancient culture which minted them. The Shwedagon is his own eloquent pictogram, but its meanings are inscrutable and unstable. Offered at first as a token of imperial destiny, and endowed with a chaste eroticism, it transmutes the innocent 'boys' into dishevelled 'ragamuffins' who reproach their ventriloquist with silence. This paralysis of imagination occurs, moreover, after the stream of maidens leaves the gazer's eyes aching-blindness representing for
Kipling, as in his novel The Light that Failed, both madness and artistic impotence.
The problem of a travelogue-especially one 'with a purpose'-is that it demands a destination, an evaluative conclusion. This nightmare forms, inevitably, the enigmatic ending to the Rangoon chapter, an ending that could not be further in tone from the comprehensive, assimilative scheme for linguistic affinity that actually caps off From Sea to Sea. Little trace remains of Kipling's numinous moment of surrender in his afterthoughts on Burmese pagodas-least of all in the sexually-confident 'Mandalay' of 1890 (although 'the silence 'ung so 'eavy you was 'arf afraid to speak' sounds an odd note of speechlessness). It is one of those rare moments, recently discussed by David Sergeant, in which Kipling lets slip the more programmatic import of his work and allows the ungovernable creative impulses to which he sometimes alludes to take the reins. 72 The limit to understanding that the episode points to in travel writing is, by extension, a limit to articulacy set for all his production. A token of this shortfall is given, a few lines after the appearance of the Shwedagon, in the aforementioned poem which finishes with an unanswered appeal for 'the meaning of Kamakura?' This inaugurates a rhetorical habit in Kipling of gesturing, cryptically and sometimes with capitals, toward 'the Meaning of Things'. 73 The portentous meaning-or, as he titled the final chapter of his 1913 Nile travelogue, 'riddle'-of empire can never be articulated, but only adumbrated. It is an unvoiced, incomplete sentence, originally spoken during a long voyage 'Home' which, like that of Ulysses in the Tennyson poem he spent his life misquoting, could never attain its destination. The novel which speaks most eloquently of his lifelong failure to arrive, and inability to go back, Kim, never loses control of the symbolic panoramas it unfurls. But it does overflow with aphoristic 'meanings' of things ranging from horoscopes to walnuts-meanings that were either explained before the reader's arrival, or which will be revealed after the story's end. And in a late, self-reflexive joke in this paean to travel, its author indicates his own habitual means of deferral. 'I will teach thee the art', the Lama tells his disciple, 'I will show thee the meaning of the Wheel'. But Kim, as yet unschooled in Buddhism, misapprehends him: 'We take the road, then?'
